TRANSFIGURATION

seemed to be made of glass; to be something through
which things became visible, without forming part of it.
However earnestly, on this and similar occasionsa I
might strive to feel, however excellent the reasons I
might bring forward to convince myself that I ought to
feel, there was no response from within. Men were lost
to me, women came and went; and I was myself moved
by these movements as little as one who sits in a room is
moved by raindrops on the window-pane. There was a
transparent partition between me and the immediate
things of life, a partition which I had not the strength to
shatter.

Nevertheless, this clear realization brought, in the
long run, no anxiety in its train; for, as I have already
explained, I was indifferent even to the things that
touched me closely. Sorrow itself was no longer sharp
enough. My spiritual lack was no more perceptible to
my associates than the sexual impotence that is revealed
only in the intimate hour is perceptible to a man's
ordinary associates. In social life I often aroused aston-
ishment by an artificial fervour, by a parade of emotional
interest designed to conceal my inward apathy. To all
appearance, I continued to live the old, easy-going, un-
hampered Hfe. Weeks and months slipped away, and
the months slowly lengthened "into years. One morning
I noticed in the glass that my temples were tinged with
grey, and I realized that my youth was preparing to take
flight. But what others term "youth" had departed
from me long ere this. The loss of youth was not par-
ticularly distressing to me, for I had not valued it
immoderately. I had no special interest even in my-
self.

Thanks to this apathy, my days became more and
more monotonous, despite all outward difference? in
occupation and incident. They followed one another hi
an undistinguished series, growing and then fading like